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SULLIVAN'S ISLAND, 
(MOULTRIEVILLE) 

No. 5. 

Some planks, that had been 
washed up by the waves, 
formed a pleasant seat for our 
little party, after they were 
joined on the beach by Cap- 
tain Cowpens, and their pa- 
rents. 

“This is a nice time,”’ said 
John, ‘for you to tell us some 
anecdotes, Captain Cowpens. 
I do not mean dates, and such 
things, those are bad enough 
in school.” 

“If L could hobble about 
the Island,” said the Captain, 
‘*¥ should like to see the spot, 
where they tell me Captain 
Tufts used to live.”’ 

‘*Who was he?” asked So- 
phia. 

‘‘A faithful old Massachu- 
setts’ seaman,” replied the 
Captain, ‘‘who, previous to 





the battle of Fort Moultrie, 
was sent in command of a gun 
boat, to attend to the sinking 
of some vessels in Hog Isl- 
and Channel, to prevent the 
British from using that pass 
to attack Charleston.”’ 

“The first night that Tufts 
took his station for this ser- 


vice, the British sent one of | 
which anchored | 


their fleet, 
within guu-shot, and kept up 
asmart fire on him. No par- 
ticular damage was done; ex- 
cept on an old hog, being the 
only soul wounded on board. 


This was the commencement | 
| ward, “that he lies among the 


of hostilities with the British.”’ 


‘On many occasions after, 
Tufts was serviceable though- 
out the war. We borrowed 
200 pounds of powder during 
the action of the 28th, from 
his schooner, lying behind the 
Fort.” 

“‘At the end of the war,” 
said Mr. Marion, ‘‘he was 
rewarded by our State’s allow- 
ing him the entire sovereign- 
ty of Sullivan’s Island, where. 
except the small garrison at 
the Fort, he was for some time 
the only resident. He made 








some money from his large 
flock of goats, selling them to 
Captains of vessels He was 
called Governor Tufts, a title 
of which the old gentleman 
was very proud, | have often, 
when a boy, seen Gov. Tufts 
in his hut, looking like Robin- 
son Crusoe. By carrying with 
you some wine and sugar, you 
might be sure of procuring 
from his excellency a fresh 
syllabub.”’ 

“‘Futher,” said Charlotte, 
“was he buried here? I[ 
should like to find his grave.”’ 

“I have heard,” said Ed- 


Myrtles * Why, im the pre- 
sent fashion for monuments, 
cannot the youth of South- 


' Carvlina erect one to this old 


man? Gen. Moultrie was el- 
evated in society, and the 
name of the Fort. and Island, 
are his monuments; but poor 
Captain Tvufis, who brunted 
the first blow of the enemy—~ 
the wild winds must blow over 





* A wild, unoceupied piece of 
ground, wherethe dead are deposited 
on the Island. 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


h! for Scotia’s mountain breeze 
in this sultry, Southern June! 
Though all above looks bright and fair. 
There’s not a breath in earth or air; 
The very birds forget to sing, 
And languid droop the weary wing, 
Or fluttering in their little nest, 
Seek ’neath the boughs, a shady rest. 


Qh! for our own dear mountain breeze, 
In this sultry, Southern June! 


Weak and languid are our powers, 
Weary seem to all, the hours, 

The / fearon exhale a rich perfume, 
But wither in their early bloom; 
Shrinking to meet the burning sun, 
Their day of beauty soon is done. 


Oh, for our own dear mountain breeze, 
When the months of Summer come! 
Here we dread the lurking danger, 
Which will seize the hapless stranger, 
If he dare the woods to roam— 

How unlike our own dear breeze, 
There we leave the stifling town, 

To breathe the air with rustic clown. 
Oh, for our dear mountain breeze, 

In the month of fragrant June! 

The heather grows on mountain side, 
Where the bold Eagle loves to bide; 
The lily seeks the aely glen, 

Far from the haunts of busy men; 

The fragrant primrose scents the lawn, 
Where sportive frisks the bounding fawn. 


Oh, for our dear mountain breeze, 
Where hill and valley breathe perfume! 
There blooms the modest tippet flower, 
Emblem of life in childhood’s hour; 
There the violet grows the best, 

Near the linnet’s lowly nest; 

There the lavrock’s note is heard, 
Trilling over the green sward. 


Oh, for our own dear moantain breeze, 
When the months of harvest come! 


The Cuckoo from a stranger land, 

Calls the sickle’s reaper band, 

While merrily the welkin rings, 
Echoing notes the blackbird sings, 

And the tones of the pibroch in musical strain, 
Sound a lament, for the young hero slain. 
Oh, for my own dear mountain breeze, 
‘That fans the land of storied lore! 

There on its plain the tall grey stone, 
Tells of the Druid race now gone, 

And yonder. cave, by the rocky shore, 
Speaks of a warrior now no more! 
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Oh, that I had the wings of a dove, 
Dying, I'd fly to the land I love, 

Inhale the moantain breeze in death, 
And calmly resign my fluttering breatli. M.A.S 





FOR THE AOSE BUD. 
SYIILES. 


I saw a smile upon the lip, of an infant fair and bright, 

*T was like a beauteous rainbow, array’d in varied light; 

But its lustre soon had faded, for there came a pearly 
shower, 

And it flew away as lightly, as a sunbeam from a flower 


I watch’d the smile upon the young, the happy mother’s 
face, 

As it rested there in beauty, and tenderness, and grace; 

Why that shade of strange idolatry, like clouds upon the 
sky? 

Ah! her babe’s fond clasp had ravish’d her—as if he 
could not die. 

I read the short-liv’d smile of hope, in manhood’s noble 
eye, 

And the flashing glance was thrilling, as lightning from 
on high; 

Yet, it dimm’d the sonl’s bright tablet, for in its secret 
cell, 

Were foster’d deadliest passions, 
farewell. 

I met the kingly warrior, returning from the plain, 

And I marvell’d, e’ento weeping, how he could smile 
again; 

For his sword had struck the death-blow, where a mo- 
ther’s first-born bled, 

And his foot had press’d the red turf, where lay heaps of 
uncall’d dead. 


I saughit the smile that linger’d, o’er a fair young slum- 
berer’s brow, 

With a gift so pure and radiant, say, death, what sting 
hadst thou? 

Oh! it whisper'd hope and glory, till I bow’d myself in 
prayer— 

For I felt the grave was vanquish’d: Heaven’s lasting 
seal was there. A FRIEND. 

Charleston, June, 1833. 


that bid all peace 





Answer to Enis ma in No. 43. 
Mum. Anna. Deed. Anana, (Pine Apple.) Minim 
MADAM. 
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OST OR STOLEN, recently, near Bennett’s Mills, 

A a part of a set of gold SHIRT STUDS, with 

three initials. The finder will be rewarded b leaving 
them at this office. ne 29 











Agents for the Rese Bud. 


JAMES M. BEE, Esq. Charleston, S. C. 
CYRUS CARTER, Esq. Savannah, Geo. 
HENRY PARSONS, Esq. Augusta, Geo. 

Mr JOHN COTCHETT, Walterborough, 8S. C 
E. L. CLARK & CO. St. Louis, Missouri. 








